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fields of labor for women unnecessary.
Woman was then set upon a pedestal
to be admired and loved, praise-worthil-y

regarded as the embodiment of all
that was virtuous, true and beautiful,
and if she dare pass the bounds of
domestic cares and labors, and strove to
become independent, and for the richet
and honors of the world, she began as
once to challenge public attention and
criticism. Now, while I would not
detract from the virtuous, true and
beautiful, for they are the brightest
jewels in the beauteous diadem of wo-

man's loveliness, and would have that
trait, as handed down by the fathers,
assiduously cultivated and developed;
but, whilst honoring and emulating the
fathers we must recognizeonr condition
as it is and adjust ourselves to the urgent
demands of the occasion. The day is

past, if ever indeed it existed, that the
limit of woman's ambition was marriage,
or that woman, regardless of her intel-
lectual car-acit- should be restricted to
what are denominated"domf stic duties."
More than ever before in the history of
our county, are women dependent for
support on their own exertions. There
are scores of women, middle aged and
young, whose education isof a character
to qualify them for reasonable positions
in the various business avocations of life,
There are, moreover, those who are prom-
pted in their desiie for positions of the
kind mentioned, less bv tern necessity
than by a spirit of independence and a
laudable ambition to improve to the best
advantage their God given talents. Rich
in their moral and intellectual woman-
hood they feel that they cannot afford
to stand ail the day idle. The departure

uiigm nava Deenrelief, she realized that her father iraaIts only occupant."He is not coming down," Mr. Lo-
raine. said, in reply to her inquiringlook. "I have persuaded him to go to
bed; it is much wiser. Come," takingZlT ,J?nd ln bis' "JO" most come
d0.wn duinT with me Instead."Is he ill?" she questioned.lie was shivering and miserable; it" lwav9 better to take tare."LWt you think he looks

she asked when they sat Town-t-
heytwo alone together as they haddone so often; and yet fci-W-ht the

him.
. wui seemeu straugeiy empty without

es I should say he was. And heshould 1- - caret ul, for his mother diedof consumption. From what he tellsme he has leen very ill himself. Amiunder the circumstances, a plunge intoa cold river at sunset, aud a long waitafterward iu wet elothes, is not likelyto do him any good. So I ordered whatI thought was beU"
, Sydney did not immediately replyShe elased her hands tightly togetherw ith a momentary pain at her heartand then: "It was very w ise and thought-
ful, father," she said. "It is alway s bet-
ter to take too much care than too lit-
tle."

Dinner over, she returned at once up-
stairs. She felt rest lers and ill at ease-an- d

leaving her father in the library'
when she had seen him established at
his writing-tabl-e, she opened the door
of conuaunication.and. passing through,entered tbe- drawing-room- . It seemedto her that in this long, empty apart-
ment, with no one to speak to her or
watch her, she could bring herself back
to calm.

The only light fell from a shaded
lamp at the further end of the room. In
the corner w here st onl the piano, but
having closed the door behind her, she
became immediately aware that she was
not alone, as she had expected to be-t-hat

a man's figure stoooHly the open
window, looking down on to tho dusky
garden.

"Count Lindenheiiii!" she spoke verv
low, but he heard her, and turned his
head at once.

"You are here," he said quickly. "I
wait for you. 1 w ish, much to speakto you.""llutit is very foolish;" her voice was
still soft and low, and she moved a few
steps nearer to him: "and you are stand
ing by the open window. How unwise!
Come away, please."

Mie went on into the corner bv me
piano, and

.
seating

.
herself at it, pointed....) 1 I.,w a io ciiair iesiue ner.

"SK down." she said, in tones more
like her usual voice, "then you cannot
deceive me. I can judge for myself
how foolish vou are."

"No. I do not w ish to deceive vou." he
answered. "I have caught cold. I am
certain, but that we can speak of after-
ward. First, there is something else. I
wished to sav it to vou this afternoon.
and then "

"Yes," she said softly, "tell me now."
She was no longer excited. The bands
that neid the peacock 3 feathers did not
tremble, only her eves did not meet his.

1," he began. Ho stopped abruptly,then rose up and took a few steps arid
back again, until he stood behind her
chair, ami there again paused, and rest-
ed his hands on the back, as if to steady
uiraseu. 1 Uiin 1 know why 1 nave not
told you before," he began; "It has not
wen from any wish to keep it to myself,bnt 1 am engaged."

The empty room seemed to echo the
words, hold them, and repeat them for
full a moment's ineatht ss silence. A
moment, w hilst the hold on her fan
loosened, and she clasped her hands
tightly together, ami then she spoke.All the softness had gone out of her.
gray eyes, her voice even had grownhard and defiant.

"And why should you tell me now?
A man is not called upon to confess his
private affairs unless he is inclined."

"You ask but you know. Look at
me. and tell me it is so."

Almost involuntarily she turned her
bead, and looked up at him; but havingdone so steadily, her eves wavered a lit-
tle from those almve her. "You must
fro." then she said abruptly. butstill not

her eves to his. It was never a
fault of Sydney I.raine's to avoid a
difficulty; it was almost impossible for
her to ignore it, even w hen perhapsmore worldly wisdom would have leen
displayed in skirting it by. "You have
lieen here long enough. You must re-
turn" there was a second's pause "to
the woman vou love."

"Ah, but,' the words came quicklyand passionately, "the woman 1 love is
here."

"You will not think so when you are
at home again; you will soon forget. A
fortnight," bitterly, "is not muchout of
a. man's life."

"If you think that do you? yes," as
she did not siK-ak- . "why should you not?

then there seems nothing more to
sav."

He look his hands off the hack of her
chair, and moved away to the window,
where he had lice 11 standing when she
entered, and there threw himself down
into a chair, covering hfi face with his
hands.

She watched him, still in silence, and
noted, as the dim uncertain twilightfell upon him, how ill and haggard he
looked, noted also how thin the hands
were in which he had hidden his face.

"I do not think it," she cried, quicklyand impetuously, following him and
standing by his side; "I am cruel."
Then, as he still did not move, of a sud-
den she knelt down by his side in soft
abandonment, and laid her hand on his
arm. "I am cruel," she repeated, "but
it is because lam hurt myself, and,"
her voice faltering, "you know it, youknow it."

At the touch on his arm, at the sound
of the soft voice, from which had died
out alike tho hardness and the defiance.
Count Lindi'iiheini lifted his bent head,
and then laid his hand caressingly on
the one which lav upon his coat-weev- e.

"Ah," shecried,anxiously."howfever-is- h

you are! your hands are burning.Father said you were ill. How wrongof vou not to take more care!"
"You are good to care," he answered.

His words seemed to recall her to her- -
Belf. She rose to her feet, standing be-
side him tall and slender.

"I care a great deal "she said gravely,
"so much that I will not listen to the
story but will wait to hear it
until you are quite strong and rested
after a night's sleep. But." swiftly,
"you will tell nie

"I will tell you now," he answered,
rising also. "Give uie your hand. Do
you believe that it was from no wish to
hide anything that I did not tell you be-
fore?"

She did not answer in words, but
neither did she take her hand from his.

"This afternoon," hewenton "I made
up my mind to go, and then " He
hesitated. "I thought at first I need say
nothing that I would go and that I
was the only one who need suffer."

lint this afternoon, she interposed.
"you thought that I should suffer too

terrace lay on the other side ofthe honse the terrace where, in all the
rays of the setting sun. the peacockstrutted up and down in all the prideengendered by the consciousness of fine
feathers. They would lean on the low
wall facing the glorv of sunset, lookingacross the level English meadows,
through which flowed the river, takingon its glassy breast the reflectine gleamsof red and gold from the sky above.and
admiring, often in silence, the gloriesof heaven, which seemed finding a re--
uecuon iu me waters ueneatn.

The first few days they had read
mucn, lAiKeu 01 tne work which was
the connecting link between the friends

the work in w hich the son of the one
and daughter of the other had so easilyfound a meeting place; and from that
thev had diverged to books generally,and a comparison of what they had
reaa ana lineu.

"Father," Sydney had said, enteringthe library the day after Count Linden-
heim's arrival, arid cautiously closing
the door behind her. "w here is Schiller?
You know I told you that it was poetry.
not tennis, ne would require to amuse
him. Well, he has already proved me
nent. lie is going to read aloud tome,
and of course "

"Is going to read Schiller," interposed
Mr. Loraine. "Here it is."

"I hope." replied Sydney, smiling, "he
will not choose 'The" Glove.' though I
suppose there is very little use hoping.
They all lxgin with that. At least, that
is the result of my large experience.""You are very ungrateful, mv dear
Sydney." was her father s comment, as
he put the book into her hands.

But fifteen davs had passed since
then. Poetry had been abandoned for
conversation, sometimes indeed for si-

lence, whilst Sydney sat and worked.
And it was not only with Miss Loraine
that Count v$ti Liiidetilieim had made
himself something more than a casual
visitor. Old Mr. Loraine had grown to
find his presence very welcome. His
gentle courtesy always pleased him.and
the interest with which lie entered into
his work, and the affectionateness with
whih he would walk up ami down with
tiim in the feiimmttr twili.rlit- litunin.
to the stories of long ago.broughtbuck,
in a measure, his youth to the older
man.

"The sun is seltimr. mademoiselle, he
has deserted the garden, and it grows
chilly. lA't us follow him to the other
Side ot the house."

At the sound of the voice with the
little foreign accent that she hail learnt
to know so well. Svdney Loraine rose to
her feet, and put down her book.

"It is you," she said. "Where have youbeen these one. tivo, three hours?"
"1 have been for a long walk," was his

replv.
"All alone?"
"All alone. I have been thinking."
"And could you not think here? It

would have been very much cooler and
pleasanter."

"Cooler and pleasanter," he repeated,"but it would not have been thinking.But now, come quickly, let ns go to the
terrace."

The light smile had died away that
had lieen visible when she first "spoke,
and she was quite grave as she accom-
panied him in silence fora fewmiimtes.
And then, as if sliakingofl the shadowy
anxiety: "What a er you
are!" slie said. "You are never happy
unless he is shining down upon you.
Do vou feel the cold very much?"

"Very much. I only live in the sum-
mer."

"You are not strong." she said, more
as if stating a fact than asking a ques-
tion.

"I am much stronger than I was," he
answered, evasively.

She looked up at him quickly, as if to
re-a-d the truth of his words in his face.
But she did not sjK'ak. Neither did he,
though he did not turn his eyes away,
but let them rest on hers.

She hesitated a second, then gave a
quick little sigh. But, "it is a pity for
a man not to be strong," was all she
said.

"It makes their lives more difficult,"
he answered.

They were standing novvon the broad
terrace, up aud down w hich peacockswere flaunting, apparently well pleased
With the attention they were exciting,
Sydney in her white dress and large
shady hat, her grave eyes looking steadi-
ly over the meadows beneath, far away
to where shone the river in the sunlight.
Not once did she lift them to the man
standing beside her, with fair, uncover-
ed head, his eyes following the direction
of hers.

At last: "Let us go down," ho said.
"Down to the river, I mean. We shall
not be able to do it very much oftener."

"And why?" she interrupted, lifting
her eves swiftly.

Oh, the weather will change or I
shall be gone. Everything conies to an
end."

Everything conies to the end," she re
peated softly. "Is that so, I wonder?
It is rattier a bard world, is it not, when
one conies to think that that is the text
of it?"

He did not answer.
Down by the river the glory of the

sunset was lieginning to lade, and a
faint gray shadow seemed to haunt the
river. The only sign of life was a tall,
blaek-rolie- d woman's figure across the
water, wending her homeward way over
the fields dark and distinct against the
sky; and a smaller dark figure of achild,
that ran about hitherand thither search
ing for flowers, heedless of its mother.

It is sad ." Sydney said. "Somehow.
the moment ot sunset is always a little
suggestive of death loneliness sad
ness. One teeis something has been
taken out of our life."

"Mademoiselle."
It was no answer to her words, no

comment on them that was coming.The tones were a little excited a cer-
tain thrill in them which seemed to
presage the coming of something
special. '

Sydney turned her head with a cer-
tain consciousness of the unusualness
of his voice, and almost instinctively
took a step away from him. shaking off
her dreaminess as she did so. But as
she so moved, before his next word
reached her. there rangthrough thestill
summer evening air a shrill, territied
scream, that. Iwfcre it had time to die
away, was caught up and echoed, in a
woman's agonized tunes, and then: "It
is the child." Svdney cried. "Oh, see!"
pointing to where a small dark head
showed on the smooth current. Then
she was aware, in a niistv. uncertain
fashion for eyes and brain for the mo-
ment alike seemed clouded that the
man leside her had moved forward to
the edge of the steep bank that formed
the border of the river, and that she
was it indeed she? with hands tight-claspe- d

about bis arm, was imploring
him to stay. Was it her own voice?
jotyou. uii, do not gor
She felt the hold of her hands loosen

ed. It seemed to her she felt also a
light kiss upon them ere they were re-
leased, and then they were hanging
down by her side, and she was stanjing
sixaigm aua uiu 011 uie naiiK, uie sun
shining broadly down, and she realized.
all in a moment, that she. in her white
gown, and that other black-robe- d figure
opposite, were both alike standing, one
on either side of the river, waiting and
praying for the life that was dearest to
them on earth.

But though she felt it she did not
move, did not even clasp her hands.
could not even think. Past and to come,
even the present seemed vague and un-
defined compared w ith the golden sun- -
lnrht that w as writing ner love in letters
of fire across the evening skv and green
meadows, even ia a faint reflective fash-
ion, on the surface of the flowing river.

lie was across now the little dark-head- ed

child was safe in its mother's
arms; the bhmde-liaire-d man was hold-
ing the mother's hand, and listening
doubtless to the words that her love
and gratitude prompted.

Aua now through tne snniignt. a lit-
tle flame of gold all about him, he had
turned quickly away toward the bridge,
that hair a nine oir termed tne connect- -
inrr 1 i n lr riatrrnin Hit ou rwl tViffc vHllfirraaa: si nun. ir iioi.7 ouu v v. 1 AAAvmfyv

of Morland.
- And as he thus turned away, thought
and the power of movement "seemed to
return to her.

Her first instinct was to try and real
ize what she had said and done in these
last few moments; her second, to hasten
toward her home and the protecting
presence that there awaited her. There
was something calming in the thought
of the kind old man to whom her advent
was never unwelcome.

So. obeying it after that moment's
hesitation, turned homeward, step-
ping lightly over the short meadow
erass. The sun had now very nearly
set, and the low-lyin- g fields were grow-
ing grav andmisty.the reds and yellows
slowly fading fro'm the sky, and their
fainter reflection from the broad rrver
beneath.

She did not stop until she stood bv
Mr. Loraine's side: then, having told
him the story, and bidden him go and
meet Count landenheim, she went on
to her own room. Only there, in that
haven of safety, did she feel able to
think, though even in that secure re
treat consecutive thoucht was difficult.
Standing by the window, round wheh
the roses clustered, with hands clasped
together, she strove to put into words
that which was troublinz her.

"I was frightened," she said half
aloud. "I am more excitable than J
thought. Y'es, that was it. For the
"moment. I was really frightened."

But all the time she knew that it bad
not been that.

She lingered on, some feeling of nerv-
ousness prompting her, until her watch
told her it was rive minutes past the
dinner hour, and it required a certain
amount of courage to open the door

tha She was
conscious of an uncustomed color in
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Home.

Wher are the footprint if the ancient dead
Who dweit and wrought In Rome and made

mankind?
What uieinory have the mighty left behind
In this Imperial place where tbey were bred?
Like minute Hni the centuries have sped
To cover nation with their dust-elou- d blind;
Fragments of benuty .ttt are all we And,
Whose purpose, with trie flying years, is fled.
In thin rast universe is left no place
Furthnt fleet breath that netting man cal.s

Fame."
These stones, that mind us of some fading

name,
And watched the passing cf earth' strongest

race.
Will vanifh too; the long year bold no graoe
For earth ! memorials of praiae. and biame.

The ffpectator.

WOMAN.

AK F.wT v Mi M'ii.i.ne I'. Rairoab, o Lm-i- rI

Mis., Ket Bkfobk tiik Alt sm Asso-(UTi-

or WHiTWoatii Collk-.e- , Jise 22,

While my guardian angel slept, by an
untoward fate, unfortunate alike for
nvxelf and this audience, I was selected
aEwtayist for the Alurnnie Association,
this Commencement. In puzzling my
brain for a subject fitting the occasion
for common pi ace winiitifni or stale
platitudes cannot aitirfy the demands
of an age electric with thoughts and
teeming with fancied novelties I could
think of nothing that would prove of
more interest to both sexes than that
much discussed theme Woman. Not
woman in any eta pre of development;

maiiitcstation of hernot woman in any
peculiar characteristics; not woman ed-

ucated or uneducated, refined or grows;
not the wornaii of romance or the paint-
ed butterfly of fashion; not the bejew-- e

led belie of a fancy ball, nor the com-

plaining croaker who bewails her wife-

hood; nwt he Mr, tjiul-a-bo- who
tattle from morn till night; not the
heartless feminine structure whose soul
j concentrated on her own individual
self, but the woman true whom ambi-

tion swerves not from duty, whom flat-

tery cannot cajole, which is but a true
type of our Anglo-Faxo- woman, modi-

fied; and improved by education and
Christianity.

We must consider woman as hhe is in
her best presentation of virtue, intelli-
gence, genius and religion. Historians
and artists have pictured to uh the wo-

man of the past; observation and expe-
rience tell us something of the woman
of but, atanding at this grand
focal point in the world's history, who
can can look through prophetic lenses
and paint for us the woman of the
future t It is beyond the philosopher's
reasoning or the prophet's ken.

It is not my w ish or purpose to carry
you back to the dark and benighted
ages of the world, to furnish you a
glimpse of woman's condition in the
different periods of the world's history,
when man, bound down by chains of
ignorance and superstition, claimed to
be the sole, rightful heir of creation,
whose absolute dominion there was none
to dispute. While woman, though bone
of his bone and flesh of bis flesh, was re-

garded by him as his inferior iu every
attribute that made him Lord of the
fowl and the brute.

The world rolled on in the inarch of
it centuries, and woman continued in a
condition of slavery, abject and vile in
her servile ministrations to his arbitrary
will and power. It was not until the
dawn of the Christian era and its en-

lightening and civiliziug influences were
felt and realized by nations composed
of the better part of mankind, that, re-

cognizing in part her excellent qualities
of head and heart, she was elevated to a
higher sphere of life and duty, thence-
forward to be regarded by man as "the
object of his love, the partner of his
cares, the comfort of bis home, the
refiner' of his heart, his equal in intel-
lectual perception, his superior in moral
power, his inferior only In physical
strength and the energy of the passions."

Human laws and human institutions,
recognizing woman as an important fac-

tor in the active affairs of human life,
are but the icsults of popular judgment
crystalized in enduring forms to perpet-
uate man's wisdom and woman's worth.
Although not a

WOMAN'S r.KiHTS WOMAN,

in the unpopular sense of the term;
confeasinir to no such radical ideas a
many f the more aggressive thinkers of
the day advance; witu no unwomanly dis
position to usurp the manly prerogatives
of the other sex, I am disposed, rather,
to bow in humble, crateful recognition
of what man, in the pride of his power.
in the sense of his tustice ana the good
ness ol his heart, has done, and is dis-

posed to do, in concession to the
claims of woman. The assertion of
her rights has been mild and persuasive
yet persistent ami unyielding, showing
the effect of woman's influence over
the other sex, when exerted in a way
that she oaly knows how to make effec

tive; it is, nevertheless true that m tnis
consummation, man has proved himself
no unwilling agent responding to the
claims of a higher civilization aud yield
ing to the demands ot enlightened puo-li- c

sentiment in this age of wonderful
nroeress and development, he has at
fast accorded to woman her true posi
tion in the scale of humanity.

In this the evening of the nineteenth
century, a period greatly distinguished
above every preceding one, for its de-

velopment of the powers of the human
intellect and for the progress with which
it has signalized itself in science and
discovery, in the arts of ieace and war,
and in every branch of human industry,
we find woman's just rights more gener-
ally conceded aud her privileges more

extensively enlarged than at any pre
vious enoeh in the world s history. La
reciallv is this true in our own grand
and glorious country, where the vigorous
and irrepressible Anglo-Saxo- n mind is
working out successfully the great prob
lems of science and eovernment.

In the booming development of new
educational ideas, opportunities are otter
ed and facilities granted that were never
before offered or granted, of which she
is availing herself with an earnest pur
pose, inspired by a natural ambition to
promote herself to a higher sphere of
usefulness; and the

DOORS OF OCR STATE UNIVERSITIES,
which never before responded to the
"nrven sesame" of woman, now, at her
anoroach. "on srolden hinges turning'
open wide their portals and give her a
generous welcome to their classic halls.

Within those time-honore- d halls,
where the sons of noble sires were wont
to congregate and compete among them
selves, in eenerous rivalry for University
prizes and honors, woman has been ad
mitted as an eoual contestant in the
intellectual tournament. With what
result? Is she found lagging in the
race, while her proud brother is first at
the goal? Wonderful to tell! The click
of the telegraph does not so report, the
telephone utters no such sound, the
press, the world's treat tongue, speaks
no such word. Wonderful to tell ! Al-

most at the very outset, she steps to the
front, marches to the head, and carries
off the honors. I do not reter to this in
a spirit of boasting: the weaker should
not triumph over the stronger, but sim
ply to cite an example, to illustrate
fact not generally conceded, that woman
has brains as well as man.

As though the chivalrous and gener-
ous people of the great State of Missis-

sippi were not satisfied with having done
ho much for the education ot woman, tu
their efforts to further enlarge her priv
ileges, they have iust laid the founda-
tion of another public institution, dedi
rated to woman, to be devoted exclusive-
ly to the education of the white girls of
the eta te. ibis muurer

MONUMEXT OF LEGISLATIVE WISDOM

onwtnl to the honor of the people of
showinsra hkh appreciation

r,f intellectual powers and of
her capacity for usefulness in many of
tk. industrial avocations, of life In
bestowing upon her the benefit of the
nicrV, nWation. in enlarging her
nuali Mentions, and the sphere of
activities, the State is performing a great
work, discharging a great, patriotic
duty. The blessings that flow therefrom
will ha returned a thousand told betore
man irenerations shall bare come and
Tiasserl away. '

It is heeominar very clear to all
thouehtful minds.- - that woman, in the
near future, will have to perform pub
lic duties far more important and
responsible than has been assigned her
in the past. This almost abrupt depar
ture in woman a wortc and reponsioiutie is quite new' to us of the South
Our civilization and circumstance,

Vol. Xlviii.
ted woman may wield more potent
influence in government than were
she invested with kingly crown, presi-
dential honors, or parliamentary dig-
nity. Government can dispense with the
heiresses of queenly dignity and the ad-a- d

vocates of woman's suffrage, but it can-
not dispense with woman's influence in
shaping the affairs of state. In society,
woman performs an important part.
She is the educating mentor, the teacher
that refines and improves. She should
cultivate neighborly amenities, she must
reciprocate kindness, cultivate social
sympathies, and contribute her share to
the common stock of joy in the commu-

nity of which she is a member. Wo-
man is lovliest when he is best, she is
prettiest when her acts are fragrant
with beautiful purposes; she is the most
fascinating when her smile is that of
sympathy for pain, woe, and distress.
She may be decked with no fabulously
rich laces, emblazoned with no diamonds
of princely value, and yet, in the adorn-
ment of a virtuous nature, doing good
to the world, she is most lovely. In
religion she, and she alone, has kept its
whitened garment pure, unsullied, and
divine. As it is to Christianity she owes
her elevation to equality with man, so,
she wishes, fondly prays, that all herl
sisters in the exeat family of humanity
may enioy like blessings. She braves
all dangers, endures all privations, faces
all enemies that she may be a blessing
to her fallen fellow beings, and to her
sex. Woman's Christianity is a vital
reality, and the wcrk she is yet to per-
form will place her still higher in the
roll of fame and nearer to her God and
Redeemer.

TEMPERANCE DEPARTMENT.

COMDCCTKO BY REV. C. O. AxsREWS, T. I.,
Jackson, Miss., to whom all contribution tor ttii
Ueparlment should be addressed.

The Prohibition State Convention.

Held in this city on July 1, was all
that the most sanguine friends of this
cause could have asked. The tTains in
all directions as early as Tuesday noon
commenced bring in the delegates, and
at ten o'clock Wednesday one of the
largest, most enthusiastic and most re-

spectable conventions ever assembled in
AV11SS1SSI UU1 was vaiicn w uiua uj kt.;C. B. Galloway, I). D., the chairman of
the Executive Committee. At his re
quest the venerable Rev. R. Abbey, of
Yazoo City, opened the exercises with a
fervent and earnest invocation of the
Divine blessing.

Dr. Galloway on vacating the chair
made a few well-time- d remarks outlin-
ing the policy of the Convention. Per-
manent organization was effected by
electing Hon. J. B. Chrisman, Judge of
the tenth Judicial District, chairman;
J. H. Anderson, of Kosciusko, R. B.
Fulton, of Lafayette, Rev. II. J. Harris,
of Crystal Springs, Secretaries; O. J.
Moore, of Montgomery, and Isaac Craw-

ford, of Holmes, Judge
Chrisman made a brief and telling ad- -'

dress upon taking the chair. Fifty-tw- o

counties were represented, footing up
two hundred and seventy delegates pres-
ent. All classes, and without regard
to race, color or previous condition,
callings, all creeds political and eccle-

siastical, sat down side by side, on
the floor of the house. The utmost
good humor and courtesy prevailed.
Not once was there any exhibition of an
improper spirit. Members differed wide-

ly and conscientiously on some subjects,
and there was much eloquent and earn-
est debate, but after the freest and full-
est discussion had prevailed, every one
seemed willing to forego his own indi-
vidual opinion and to acquiesce in what
the majority decided was best for the
cause. It was very evideut that but one

question was engaging the attention of
all present, and that was, "How can we
best promote the cause of Prohibition ?"
There was plainly a disposition to avoid
any interference with any man's politics
or religion or condition or mode of life,
or manner of thinking, save upon one
subject alone, that of whisky, if a man
was right on that question it was not
the business of the Convention to ask
any other. They threatened no man,
they antagonized no man; they only
determined by the help of God "to set
down squarely" upon liquor dealing iu
all its forms, now and forever. The
following was adopted as the

DECLARATION OF PRINCIPLES.

We, the friends of the legal and con-

stitutional suppression of the liquor
traffic in the State of Missis-

sippi, in State Convention assembled,
acknowledge with profound gratitude,
the steady, hesilthful, intelligent growth
of lirohibition within our great common-
wealth. From a small beginning a few
years ago our cause has become a
dominant moral sentiment in many
counties. The little company has
become a mighty army. The cloud no

larger than a man's hand has overcast
the heavens and rained its blessings large-
ly upon every community. This suc-

cess mboldens us to greater effort.
The achievements oi the past are a
prophecy of yet grander things in the
future. Wherever good prohibitory
laws have been adopted, intemperance
has been suppressed and the cause of
sobriety and good government has been
signally advanced. Prohibition does
prohibit, ueapite tne preiuuicea ana
partisan utterances of papers that favor
icense and the saloons, tne nistory or.

Prohibition is an unanswerable argu
ment in favor cf its efficiency. W e on ly
ask that prohibitory laws be adminis-
tered with equal fidelity and impartiali-
ty of other statutes, to secure communi
ties their benehcial protection.

In view of the foregoing we affirm the
following

1st. It is the duty ot an gooa citizens,
irrespective or all political parties,
religious creeds, race or color, to
promote in. all possible ways the peace,
order and prosperity of all the peo
ple.

2nd. ve arnrni inai x rouiouion
proposes to aeai witn toe liquor
traffic and not with the liberty of
individuals; that society is forced to
protect itself ajrainst the evils of the
traffic bv its prohibition

3rd. Xne importation, supply aud
sale of alcoholic beverages authorized
and sustained by the laws of the State
are everywhere shown to be the pro
moting causes of intemperance, resultin
in crime and pauperism, ignorance an
indolence endangering the public peace,
corrupting politics, legislation and
administration of laws.

4th. It ia the purpose of this organi
zation to restrict the sale of intoxicating
liquors within the State of .Missis-

sippi to the utmost of our ability
by all possible moral ana iegai means,
We theretore recommena an tne mends
of temperance to seek diligently the
promotion of a stronger temperance
sentiment in their respective localities.
and that our citizens avail themselves
of the peculiar provisions of our present
prohibitory statutes by refusing to sign
their names to whiskv petitions, by
diligently circulating counter petitions,
and by giving special attention to the
sufficiency of all bonds of retail liquor
dealers and the faithful administration
of our liquor laws.

5th. We favor the passage of a

eeneral local option law, by conn
ties, and we pledge ourselves to never
cease our efforts till the right be
accorded to the people to decide by vote
whether the matchless evil of the age
shall be vended in their midst, said
law not to impair in any way existing
statutes.

. . . a t . .
.

a

fctn. iv e turtner aeciare it to be onr
conviction that the cause ot prohibition
should not be entangled "with party
politics. Without disturbing the party
affiliations of any citizen, we ask his
support of this great . reform, which
should be sacredly enthroned above the
contests for mere place and power. We
do affirm, however, that intemperance
should not be countenanced in public
officials and that no drunkard is worthy
of our support.

7th. We believe it to be the true
policy and the duty of the friends of
temperance in ue several counties 01
the State to support only those for the
Lrislatve at the next
elcciica - 5 tavor a r u i ir-- '. a
law.

or any other purpose out of the licensed
. . ,1 e i 1 1 1 1

snie 01 an amcie mac n&s uneuour utuu
with mourning and prostrated the
highest hopes of the country, and that"
no people have the moral right to license
sin to obtain the elements of an educa-
tion.

P.E80I.UTIOX3:

1. Thai this Convention heartily in
dorses the efforts of the Woman' Chris
tian Temperance Union to secure the
passage of a law in each State providing
for scientific instruction concerning al
coholic drinks in the public schools, and
we hope such a statute will be enacted
by the next Leigslature in Mississippi.

2. That we respectfully request our
Senators and Kepresentatives in Con-

gress to vote for the resolution, which
may be introduced into that body to
raise a commission of inquiry into the
liquor traffic and its results, moral, com-

mercial, industrial and political, and
that our Secretary furnish these gentle-
men with a copy of this resolution.

Mrg. F. H. Ervin.Pres. T.C. T. U.

This gifted and useful temperance
work was P.re!4eut f heJStat Proh"
loa nvention, ana auaea mucu to tne
nieresi oi me occasion uy per inspir--

ing presence and ner stirring senti-
ments. Mrs. Ervin is the President of
the Woman's Christian Temperance
Union in Mississippi, and has been inde-

fatigable in the labor of lecturing
throughout the State, in establishing
Unions, and in enlisting the

of her fair countrywomen. She is
a native Mississippian reared amid re-

finement and affluence, but in obedience
to what she believes to be the call of
her Maker, she has left the quiet of the
home circle to become an active gleaner
in the white fields of Temperance. Mrs.
Irvin impresses every one who sees and
hears her as being possessed of singular
purity of character and of unswerving
consecration tj duty. Governor St.
John, speaking of her in a circle of
friends, said : "Now isn't she one of the
Lord's own ?"

A r leasing Incident.

Toward the close of the Convention,
the venerable and honorable Daniel
Dennett, of Lincoln county,. .

made
,

some
-

haPfy services
rem?rks aPP,rec'aVVethe

ql
lemper--

val"

ance cause, by Dr. Chas. B. Galloway,
and made a motion that the Convention
place on record their recognition of his
zealous labor. Dr. Galloway immedi-
ately arose, protesting that he did not
deserve praise, and that the greatest re-

ward he could ask had already been
received in witnessing the unexampled
success of the cause. Rev. Mr. Farrish,
of Brookhaven, with a face beaming
with grateful good humor, sprung to his
feet and moved that we thanic uod and
everybody else." The motion, though
not put by the I resident, was carried
by the enthusiastic acclamations of the
Convention, thus showing how all hearts
glowed with gratitude under, the expe
riences of the hour.

Prohibition Mass Meeting.

After the adjournment of the Conven
tion a mass meeting was held at 8 p. m.,

the Representatives Chamber. J.he
Hall was crowded with the delegates
and with the best people of the city
ladies and gentlemen. Every seat was
filled on the first floor and very many
were in the galleries. The meeting was
presided over by Rev. J. B. Gambrell,
editor of the Baptist Record. Addresses
were delivered by Thos. Dabney Mar-
shall, Esq., of Edwards, by Dr. Rowan,
of Beauregard, by Mrs. Ervin and by
Dr. Galloway. The vast audience re-

mained quiet and attentive throughout,
and frequently manifested their appre-
ciation by vociferous applause. The
long metre doxology "Praise God
from whom all blessings now, was leel-ingl- y

sung at the conclusion, the bene-
diction was pronounced by Mr. Gani- -

brell, and all went their way impressed
that Prohibition was going lorth in
Mississippi "conquering and to conquer."

Greetings From Ohio Prohibition.

While the Prohibition Mass Meeting
was being held on Wednesday evening,
much enthusiasm was enkindled by the
reading of a telegram from the Ohio
Prohibition Convention then in session
at Springfield, sending greeting, and
stating that the largest and most enthu-
siastic Convention ever known in the
State was then being held. The Secre
tary of the Mississippi Convention was
instructed to send a'.telegram in response.
No matter how wide the chasm which
heretofore may have separated the West
and the South, now, when this great
question of saving the people from the
slavery of drink, is engaging their at
tention, they are drawn together in the
closest intimacy, and Ohio and Missis-

sippi become one again.

Outwitted Aroused Triumphant.

So far the-Dev- il of the Bowl seems to
have well nigh outwitted ns all. The
general government, the State govern
ments, municipal authorities, temper-
ance societies and churches have failed
to subject King Alcohol to satisfactory
control. His wholesale destruction of
life, property and all else that men hold
dear, has gone on increasing for more
than a century, despite all the enorts
which mankind have made to free them-
selves from his ravages. Yet men havp
come at last to know that they them-
selves first warmed the deadly viper
into life, and have ever since been nur-

turing it in their own bosom. Wash
ington made a bargain with his servaat
to let him have so much money, so
many times a year, that he might pro
cure it as the means of getting drunk
at stipulated seasons, the agreement
implying that the servant must get
drunk and that the master ought to
help him into that state. Of course
the price of the "drunks". was deducted
from wages. So, the States of this Union
sell the privilege to their citizens to!
drink and be drunk as often as they
please for a certain sum of money. The
State and the saloon-keep- er get the
money the drinker pays for his drams:
but the health, the time, the intellect,
the conscience, the manhood and the
everlasting life which the drinker often
loses, are lost to tne world torever.

Mankind are at last aroused to a sense
of their true relations to this monster
fiend. They made him, and they can
and will destroy him. Neither party
ties, mere cries about liberty, can any
longer prevent men from prohibiting
themselves from setting deadfalls for
their neighbor. They are determined
no longer to incur the curse of putting
the bottle to their neighbor's mouths,
and making them drunk. Light is in-

creasing. Men have come to see that
while some may nave the liberty to
drink, others have the liberty of ceas-

ing to "frame mischief by a law." They
will no longer be partaters ol other
men's sins. They see that liquor selling
is the most highly authorized business
in the State of Mississippi. Few preach-
ers of the gopel have a majority of the
voters on their church rolls. .All whisky
sellers do have a majority of voters to
back them. But this a profitless and
guilty sort of responsibility which vo-
ters are persuaded they ought no longer
to bear. Judgment is convinced, con-
science is aroused, and nine men out of
every ten feel, as they never felt before,
that they are verily guilty concerning
their brother ia this matter of estab-
lishing saloons. ; .

-

We have nothing to say against sa-
loon keepers. At a rreat price they
obtain the profitable liberty to sell pois-
on, and they "have a hard time" try
ing to keep a law - which an angel, in
their circumstances, could not keep.
They are the people's agerta. - But the
people have beard the voice of wisdom
and of love, saying to them, "Sanction
no more saloons." . That voice they will
obey. The saloon is doomed, as surely
as philanthropy-an- d duty rule the con
duct or patriots and freemen.

One of the most glorious victories
ever achieved in America will be that
in which self-deni- and brotherly kind- -
r- - 1 sli.1 rra over avance md

'!!? nd we shall r- - rMre, ffr
1

- f t ii t" r " iff i 1 1

nippancy or roughness which Jarred up--n
her often in the younger men shemet-- They wanted something distinct

irom me mannerisms of an older tren-
eration, which were unsuited to their
youth, and which yet should not take
the form of no manners at all; some
subtle mingling of dignity and court esv,

lJll! granger was possessed or.
W ithout being sad his face was grave
grave for his years: but
once, as he suddenly looked,up and
smiled at some reminiscence ofnia father s youth, of which Mr. Loraine was
speaking, Sydney noted the light it lentto his face, changing it in a moment,
adding sweetness to the lines about the
mourn, and iisrlitmg as with sunshine
the blue eyes. His talk was chiefly withMr. Loraine. and with him about the
papers and books on botanical subjects
muicu ue naa orougnt trom his father.He appeared to be not ignorant him- -

sen 01 uie subject and spoke as if itwere one on w inch he was accustomedto express opinions. And Svdnev grew
quiet and listened, and then" found her
thoughts drilling awav mto speculationot what his home might be like, and
wnat his me might be.

I suppose he is a soldier," recalling
nis nationality. i aare sav rather
told me, but 1 quite forget"xou are very quiet, Svdney." Her
father's voice recalled her to the fact
that dinner was over. Are you goingto show Count Lindenheim our beauti-
ful garden?"

"No, father, I am not." And then,
turning in an explanatory maimer to
her guest, "Whenever father savs that."
she began, "it means that he hopes T
am going somewhere w here I shall re-
main ignorant of the fact that he is writ-
ing or reading by candle-ligh- t. And
that is forbidden."

"She takes great care of me," remark-
ed Mr. Loraine, "and, unfortunately, it
is impossible to deceive her."

"True, father, and that kind of wo-
man is very tiresome in everyday life."
, "AndwhyV"

She had spoken jestingly, but Count
von Lindenheim's eves were turned
gravely upon her. as if demanding an
explanation of her random words.

"Well, why, Sydney?" her father ques-
tioned also during the little pause."I feel as if I were an oracle," she re-
plied, "having to give two answers to
the same question. To you, father, be-

cause, spwaking from experience, men
are always doing things that thev do
not wish to be found out." And hen,
her voice changing, and losing its lighttones as she rose, and turned toward
the earnest eyes still turned toward her,
"Because men can never quite rise to
the same heights they were on, before
thev were found out.""

Havingfspoken she walked awav and
left them. and she was not quite certain,as no comment followed her words,
whether the rapid English had not a lit-
tle perplexed hnu.

But apparently it was not so, for a
very short time afterward, as she satin
the low window-sea- t toying w ith the
peacock fan she again "held, the door
opened to admit the two men. And al-
most immediately the younger walked
over to her side, and "picking up the
conversation where they had left it oil:
"Then you think that no man can re-
main w:hat a woman believes him to
be?" he asked.

"That he must be found out? That is
exactly what I told father."

"Ah1, but the oracle must not mingle
its answers. Mine was different and I
disagree with it."

"And vvh?" she askvd. her voice
growing more serious, and the fan fall-
ing unnoticed on her lap. "Do you
think that the woman is deceivable, or
that the man would never do anything
that he would not vih her to know? 1,
you know, only deplored iter keensight-ednes- s

it is her misfortune."
"No. it is not, there I disagree. But

is it fair to put us on heiuhts. and then
blame us because you iind out we are
not capable ot remaining there:1 It is
blaming the idol, when you should blame
the idolater."

"Perhaps," she said thoughtfully.He had spoken seriously but when he
noted how grave her face was, he smiled.
And then, "No, no," he added; "we
won't quarrel, when after all we are
agreed. It is truth, truth, we are both
defending; you only sav von deplore its
presence sometimes, because it shows
up what we should not discover without- -

its light. And I say. better discover it."
And I still am not sure," she made

answer more uslitly, "if it were not bet-
ter to live in a fool's paradise to the last
moment possible."Don't answer her, Lindenheim," Mr.
Loraine said,w ho had drawn near. "She
would state anything to lead one into
an argument, and would always say the
thing most likely to cause a spirit of
contradiction to rise in her hearer. I
know her better than to take the adroit-
ly disguised hook. Enough of argu-
ment. Sing, Sydney, sing.""It is postponed," said Sydney, philo-
sophically. "I will sing. And you also.

am sure, turning to iierjruest. Uur
united talents will, I am sure father,"
breaking off suddenly.

JMv dear child, ves" m rather a hur
ried manner "what is it?"

"There was guilt in the tones of your
voice. W here are vou?"

I am here." rather nervously; "I can
hear you perfectly. Sing 'Yesterday.'"

Sydney gave a'little slight shrug" as
she sat down at the piano. "There is
no use being too strict," she remarked,
smiling. One must overlook shortcom-
ings as often as it is possible."

l'articuiany when they make people
happy."

"That is a very bad reason," she be--'

gan- -
.

yy e are arguingagain. tie said. That
has also been forbidden. Let me hear
the song first."

She sang one or two simple little Ger
man songs that suited her voice, and
her listener remained on by her side
whilst the twilight deepened so gradu-
ally, that very soon the one bright spot
in the room came from the candles on
the piano. Then she paused, and asked:
isut now it is your turn, do you not

sing.'"
"No, he answered, but I play."She cave up her place to him. and re

sumed the seat where she had been be-
fore, in the low window-se- at bv the
open window.

l lie incut naa grown still and quiet.
the rosy lights had all vanished, and
thousands or stare shone overhead in
the clear blue sky. The gentle stirring
of the aoncia trees below, the soft scents
that the night air was bringing from
the roses and honev-suckl- e. seemed to
belong to some different world from the
one in which she had dreamed dway the
afternoon hours, ,1'erhaps it was Men-
delssohn's dreamy music, interpreted
by a master hand, that Lad somewhat
to do with the change. And when at
length he rose and came and stood by
her side he did not at once speak, and
to her no commonplace word of thanks
seemed necessary.

it is magic, he said, as round the
corner of ttie dark building oppositecame a sudden stream of moonlight.
that touched with silver the trees be
low.

"Yes, it is magic," she answered. "I
thought your playing had conjured it
up, and I feared to speak, lest it should
all vanish away. But now that you have
spoken and the charm still w orks, let
me thanK you- -7 "

Jt or the music An, mat reminds
me of home. When I am there, I al-

ways play until I am told to leave off.
My rather is very iond or music.

And what does home consist of?" she
qnestioned. He was standing in front
or ner, leannigagainsttnewmuow-sasn- ,
and she looked up at him as she' spoke.
The moonlicht was touching her with
its weird light, and he paused a moment
before answennz.

"Home consists of a father and five
sons." he said. "Somehow a home wants
a woman to complete it. I always think
so wnen 1 am mere, wnicn is noi oiin.
lam a soldier.

"Ah!" she stirred a littlcand sat more
nprierht. And then: "You have not a
sister?" she added, as if that were not
the first thinar she had meant to say

"No. I have never had a sister, and
mv mother has been dead many years.'

Yes." she said, alter a pause, some--
cow home does seem to require a wo
man: vet I am not sure. It some
times seems to me that men say that
when they wish to be pleasant to us and
srive us a share in their lives, but I am
not sure that it is true. They do very well
without us it is impossible to imagine
we are necessarv to their happiness
thouarh we may be totheir comfort.

He looked at her a moment in silence.
in a way he had which left her in doubt
as to whether he was trying to adjust
her sentence to his own mind before
answerine. or whether It was merely
her EnglLsh that had perplexed him,
and then said: lou are niistasen;
man perhaps does not wL--h to be alone;
bnt he must not make a mistake. For
then it is not only his own happiness
that is lost, out hers." .

"And the woman?" she questioned
ouicklv. sittinar a little more opnrht.
"Is it fair that she too should notnt?

sua spose gravely.
--

any
It need not aneotone but herself, It is onlv neces-adju- st

sary that she should her life toher mistake.
She rose to her feet w ith so sudden a

movement, that the feather fan whichhad laid under her idlv clasped handsfeu to the ground unnoticed.
"I argue no more," she cried impetu-

ously, "if the woman's happiness is not
worth considering."'How unfair," he answered, smiling alittle at her vehemence, "when it was Iw ho said that the woman's happinesswas of necessity dependent on the man,and that for that reason the man "

"And the man's," she interrupted, "is
dependent on the woman! It seems to
me we have talked in a circle, and ar-
rived exactly where we began namely,that men can do Viy well without usl"

"You are too quick," he said. "I can-
not keep up with you. but I think voa
know where we were agreed all the
same."

"It is the English," she answered,
evasively; "if we were both speakingour own language.we should understand
one another better."

"Perhaps."
"Here is father," she went on, turningtoward where Mr. Loraine had appear-ed on the threshold between the two

doors. She went a few steps toward
him, and took his hand in hers, the lit-
tle mutinous expression fading as she
looked at him, her eves growing soft
and sweet.

"You are just in time, father; Count
Lindenheim and I went 011 arguing un-
til we were at the verge of quarrelingat least I was."

Ana what w as the point of differ-
ence?"

"Woman, down-trodde- n woman. I
was defending her, and insisting on her
rights."

Not her rights, Svdney her privi-
leges."

"I do not like them accorded as privi-
leges; still, I am not proud "

"And you would rather not do with-
out them? Well, rinsr forlisrhts. and
fetch the chess-boar- d. Home, Sydney,"
he went on, "should be a court, ruled
by a king and queen, and then there
would arise no question as to which
were rights and which were privileges."

"No, father," she retorted; "home
should be a court where there is mdu a
riueen and a prime minister."

1 dare say that would insure peace."
Well, at least it has done so in our

rsase.
Mr. Loraine had seated himself in a

low armchair, and having so spoken,
Sydney leant over the back, and lierhtlv
kissed his gray head. Then lifting her
smiling eyes to the tall, fair man, who
stood watching her. "Poor father." she
said gently, "he has never even found
out that 1 rule him."

"But it is all fcr my own good, child,s it not? That is whv I don't com
plain. Now go aud sing 'Yesterday; I
im waiting to hear it.

All, you should not have cone to
write, father," she said, her voice losjngits light tones, and growintr onick and
earnest, "and then you would have
aeard Count Lindenheim play. Such
music!" clasping her hands together

4U " tc ittu T laiiUi
"Better than fairyland "answered Mr.

Loraine. "I was listening also, and if
you do not believe me. go and look at
my manuscript, and see how few words
I have added to it. That is the charm
of music," he went on, turning to the
young man; "it comprises everything.You shut your eyes, and yet see pict-
ures, and hear voices, and" they are al
ways pictures you wish to see voices
whose tones you are longing to hear."

Svdnev turned awav toward the piano.
but. as Mr. Loraine ceased speaking,
with a few quick steps she came back
to nis side.

That is how we have both thanked
you," she said swittly, her hand on the
old man s, her gray eyes lilted to the
younger. "We have both told you that
you showed us a magic country; you see
we reit, though we could not speak."And I can only sav " he replied."that
it seems to me a gi eat thing to have
been intrusted with the key that threw
open the gates." lie found himself look-
ing with a sort of pathetic interest at
the old man's sad eyes, to whom had
been conjured up a vision of his buried
past, at the girl s glad eyes that had
bad a glimpse into what was veiled
from her eager view in the coming tinie,-an- d

then the momentary emotion that
had touched all three subsided, and he
became aware that he was still holding
Sydney s fan. which be bad picked up
when it fell from her careless hold. He
gave it back to her w ith a lisrht warn
ing. "You are brave; do vou know that
peacock feathers are proverbially un
fortunate?"

She took it in her hand. touching the'
leathers caressingly.

"Ah, but I am not afraid of the
especial misfortune that they are said
to bring!"

"And what is that?" asked Mr. Lo-
raine.

She turned with a little courtesy to
her father. "The daughters, sir, of the
house do not marry.""And you mean to accomplish your
destiny in spite of the peacock?"

"On the contrary, I mean to accept
with equanimity my destiny, and clingto my peacock's feathers, and my primeminister."

"You are a wise woman," replied her
father, "and, for the third and last time,I ask for my song."

Without another word she sat down
at the piano iu the darker corner of the
room.

"No. thank vou. I do not renuire a
light," in answer to Count Lindenheim's
offer of a candle; "I am going to sing a
little song that I know by heart. It is
father's present favorite, and I hope, as
1 sing 11 to mm nearly every night, that
it gives him pleasant dreams.

To-da- y ah ! well. ToKJay is fair;But tieerl I teU What softer air.
FrWih as the mornlnp breath of May.
Blew from the hills of yesterday?

Sweet yesterday ! With reaching hands,
1 jrfty.e away Acrnra the nands.

To eee if somewhere 1 may find
A careless trifle left behind.

A leaf, windblown. That fluttpred by,
When all alonp, The woods and I;A soft roftft that I used to wear

In the bright beauty of my hair.

The tender eves That drolled In mine;
If those dear eye Airaln might shine.

And I miirht find along the way
The heart that loved me yesterday.

Oh, love! oh, loss! No use, tired hands
To reach Somas The fading sands;

They are not there, the gifts that layIn the white arms of yesterday.

When she had finished there was a
fe,w seconds' silence, then Count Lin-
denheim walked over to the darkened
corner by the piano, and

nave you the words.'" he asked; 1
should like to read them, for mv En
glish is not strong enough for me to un-
derstand English songs."

'1 hey are here " she replied, ti you
can read my writing."

lie toot the mtie manuscript book to
the light.

"
,

"They are pretty, old Mr. .Loraine
remarked, "though perhaps you are not
oiu euougu 10 UHim so. l uuug peupielike to imagine that sorrow, pretty senti-
mental sorrow, of course, isoeing borne
in the present, or coming in the future.
When you are as old as I am, you will
like to Snow that it is past. t,n, Lm--
denheim?"

But Count Lindenheim was looking
thoughtfully before him. and did not at
once answer. Then, "I don't think, sir.
he said, "that those who have reached
to the point of looking back to yester-
day have much sympathy as a rule with
those who are struggling through to
day. To-d-ay wiu someday be yester-
day to us."

"You are risrht. perhaps. Somehow.
as we grow older, things do seem to be
trifles, which of course they are not;
but it is written, vou know, that the
great things of to-d- ay are the trifles of

-

"Do you think, father," interposed
Sydney, "that the point of view ever
alters to ourselves? I should be inclined
to translate that sentence into. "Our
great things always seem trifles seen
through other people's spectacles."

"Well, mv dear, in that case it-- is
pity we cannot borrow their spectacles;
we might get a fairer- - and pleasanter
view of life then. And perhaps it is not
necessary to go further, but just to bor
row vonre. --

"Well von misrht do worse. My
glimpses of the world are generally of
a very bright and sunny place, with just
enough shadow to make the sunshine
welcome "

"Keep your spectacles," said the old
man, kissing her tor gooa-mcn- u 1 am
too old to use them. They are only
suited for the eyesight of those who be
lieve m them. - ,

; chapter n.
"IT TAKES SO LITTLE TO MAKE EARTH

A HE A VEX." ; .;- ,:. ,

A fortnight had passed, and Estne
von Lindenheim still remained at
Hayes. ITe was Sydney's constant com--

Count Von Lindehheim.
CHAPTER L

"THE WHITE PRIES THRILL WITH A
MOOX rXABISEX."

"Sydney!" At the sound of the call-
ing voice a girl rose from the low seat,
luxuriously filled with scarlet cushions,under thetulipa-tre- e. in which she had
been reclining, and for a moment look-
ed round Then, "Fath-
er, dear, do you want me?" she answer-
ed, and hastened to meet an old man
coming toward her over the close-cropp-ed

grass.
"It is nothins verv important " ho

V plied, as he reached her side; "it would
nave Kept; only, nappening to glanceout of doors. I was tempted for a mo-
ment to think the library looked dull."

"It was a good thought, father, andnow that you are here, stay and have
tea with me."

"There is so much sunshine in the
world," he added, absently, lookingoverhead into the cloudless" blue, "ana
sometimes indoors one is inclined to
forget it."

They were a curious contrast out-
wardly, this father and daughter; he so
small and fragile-lookin- g, with his
smooth white head and gentle face a
scholar's thoughtfulness in its refine-
ment she, so tall strong, and upright.But if the points of divergence were
marked thus strongly, there were
stronger points still that made the
meeting-place- s easy of attainment. In
ner gray eyes uoarrey ixraine saw
those that had tenderly" lightened and
smiled for him. before he had known
that the daughter's life must cost the
mother's; and though the buried dream
had sufficed him as far as this world
was concerned, and "Finis" was written
across the folded page that death had
turned, yet he did not fret and mourn,or even ceaselessly regret, but passed a
hard-worki- scholar's life; the onlv
pleasure, outside his books, this girl",
who, in his library, in his walks, in all
his pursuits, was rarely absent from
his side. Thus life roundeditself afresh,
only sometimes he forgot, as he said,how much sunshine, except in books,the world contained.

And now the child was a woman. The
days were over when, w ith her arms
clasped tight about a giant sunflower,
she had exclaimed, "Next vear I shall
be as tall as it is!" Gone the time when
She had stood, her blonde head reaching
up to his gray one, and had said w ith
triumph, "Father. I am taller than youare. Soon I shall lie grown up."

Yes, all thafc was past, the time had
come. The blonde head Mas smooth
and brown, the tall slim figure had
grown round and beautiful, and child-
hood was over.

Then for a time a new trouble had
haunted him. She would marry. One
day she would come and say that the
dawn had melted into a golden present,that Love had touched her with its
wings, that all its beautiful hopes and
fears were about her, creating a new
world into which she was longing to go;and he, remembering those other gray
eyes would have to believe, and bid her
"God speed," though any other paradise
always seems cold and unbeantiful,
compared with the one from which we
are exiled.

So he had trembled and waited, but
as yet no such day bad dawned. No sad
or happy love-sto- ry had come to trouble
the repose of the calm gray eyes; and
now behold, she was three-and-twent- y,

and it was so long since he had first
thought of her leaving him, that God-
frey Loraine had ceased to be afraid.

"I was nearly asleep, father," she said,
as they sauntered awav together under
the sheltering trees. "I was so hot that
I gave up reading and tried to think, al-

ways a dangerous experiment, but I am
wide awake now. Tell me what it is."

"It is only that young Lindenheim
has been up to see me this afternoon,
and when he told me he was staying at
the Falcon, I asked him to come here
instead. I knew his father when we
were both students, and he has sent me
books and notes by this young man
which will be invaluable to me." .

"That is good of him," Sidney replied,
"and, of course, it was right to ask the
son to come here, but I cannot help
wishing that he had preferred the Fal-
con. Men, you know, dear father, are
a great deal of trouble. They are not
content. They want" she paused a
moment, looking round as if wonder-
ing what more they could want, and
added after that moment "lawn ten-
nis."

"But this one will not, I am certain,"
replied her father.

To be sure, he is German. No" re-
flectively "he is far more likely to want
a poetry book, and that in this house he
is easily provided with. There, dear
father, you see I am beforehand mak-
ing the best of him. It is selfishness,
of course, but one never wantsoutsiders
in Paradise."

"No," said her father, with a little
amused smile, "especially as outsiders
sometimes take the form of the ser-

pent."
"Father," she retorted, "you ought to

be ashamed of yourself. I onlv spoke
thus to give you an opportunity of de-

fending him. I shall be obliged now to
defend him myself, and he is your
friend."

"My friend's son and sons and fath-
ers, alas! are often sadly unlike. But
this especial son pleased me. lie re-
minded me very much of what his fath-
er was when we got into mischief to-

gether, in prehistoric times."
Lamplight was scarcely needed yet,

even for dinner, though a few wax can-
dles did help out the waning daylight;but in the beautiful drawing-roo-
which opened at one end into a spacious
well-fille- d library descriptive combina-
tion which figured forth the joint lives
passed in the two rooms no artificial
light was needed. It was a beautiful
room on the first story, and its wide-ope- n

windows looked down into the
square, sheltered garden, round three
sides of which the house was built the
garden where Sydney had slept that aft-
ernoon. She and her father stood to-

gether by one of the windows, round
which grew honey-suckl- e and yellow
roses, and the silence that only calm.
satisfied love can appreciate and com
prehend had enfolded tlrem for some
time as they stood thus looking togetheracross the garden on to the rose-touche- d,

sunset sky beyond. Their hearts so
near together, and yet their thoughts so
tar apart, mis turnme back to that
buried past, which would rise up before
him in such moments as these; hers on
to the future, which every girl, con-
sciously or unconsciously, believes some
coming unborn day holds for her.

"Ah! here is Count von Lindenheim."
Back to the world Godfrey Loraine

came with a little sigh. Back from her
dreams came also Sydney at her father's
voice saying, "This is my daughter," as
if he had said "This is my queen." to
find a tall, fair-haire- d man bowinz to
her, and telling her in very careful, but
apparently good English, that he was
very grateful to have been asked to this
beautiful house,-- instead of being left at
the inn.

"Oh! but von must not desnise the
Falcon," Sydney replied demurely, "be-
cause we consider it a very grand estab-
lishment in our country side."

Despise it. he repeated, "no;" then
stopped as if unwilling to say what had
been in his mind, and added after that
pause, 1 nave been content with it
hitherto."

He spoke to her father for the few
moments until dinner was announced,
but as he talked he looked now and
then toward where the girl stood still
in the shadow of the curtain watchine
the rosy clouds assembling for the sun
set.

She was dressed entirely in white a.
very long piain guw n, anu sire wore no
ornaments, no color anywhere about
her. excepting three rows of gold braid
ia her dark-brow- n hair, and a little
bunch of yellow daisies in the lace at
her throat- - In her hand she held a large
nwn of ncumrk's feathers
Hut the plainness of her dress suited

her, like her repose of manner, and the
rather slow, sort wav she had of speak
ing, or rather as this stranger observed,
hearing her address her father, she had
a wav of hesinninsr her sentences slow
ly and then hurry ing a little over the
last words, which pleased his ear; it
aonnrleri lite a soft little caresseiven to
the gentle old man. who seemed to live
in her love. It was a tender domestic
drama, and he found his thoughts wan-derin- ir

to it occasionally. - Then dinner
was announced, and he was walking
down-stai- rs with Sydney Loraine 's hand
on his arm.

He was a verv handsome man of that
fact Miss Loraine had been aware when
she first looked into his delicate, fair
face; bat the charm of which she was
conscious hT La something mor than

ui,v, an 1 i" was conscious alL din-r-- tJ

8 c f v hirs him, and striving
v. T it rroce'3i..

has been taken and new avenues to hon-
orable living have been opened to
thoroughly qualified ladies throughout
our Southern land. It maybe questioned
whether our Creator designed woman for
Ooveruo', Senator, civil officer or voter,
for her true empire is the affections, liy
high intellect, by chastened desire, by
fascinating powers of conversation, by
the charms of feminine gracefulness, she
may and does rule her lordly companion.
She unsexes herself when she aspires to
the maul jierogittives and lorgets her
womanliness. Hut her powers have been
enlarged and new privileges have been
conferred upon her, until to-da- v she
tands the grandest and most powerful

factor in the moral and social universe.
Yet " woman-like- , she is not satisfied,
and craves a new field in which to
exercise her inexhaustive faculties. It
has been invidiously said of woman that
whatever is denjed her she deems her
sacred right, and to deny her the right to
perform any particular act infuses into
icr fiber and bones a determination to
perform that particular feat she wants
the right to participate actively in the
polilics of her country she wants to
rote and hold office. So far, she has ben
the power behind the throne, now she
desires a seat vixm the throne. Sup
pose we picture to ourselves how she
will be when the time comes for her to
go to the polls? In the premises, permit
me to say that only those who are

wenty-on- e years of age can vote, and so
few tingle women ever reach that period,

follows that only wives, and those
who have been wives (widows) will be
the beneficiaries of this change. One
great advantage will result from this!
viz old maids will ue ot more impor
tance than maidens, and they will not
be laid upon the shelf sr early as for
merly.

With the entrance of vroman nto pol- -

tics. the campaigns will never be dull
and will be fought with greater zeal and
earnestness. No woman is ever neutral
as a contestant, particularly when
argument (as in political campaigns) is
the mode of warfare. Every tongue
will lean from its scabbard ready for
defense or attack, and be wielded with a
force and skill wonderful to see. She
will instruct the people, will teach,
preach, Jargue and gossip, until her
hearers will know all she knows or know
nothing at all. No woman

WILL EVER BE A "MUGWUMP,"
... . . . , ,, ei .11 1 1

or nan ureeu. ?ne win always oe a
talwart nd firm believer in the motto
"She serves her country best, who

serves her country most." She will
attend the primary elections, go as a
delegate to the conventions, take a prom
inent part on the several committees,

draw resolutions of endorsement or cen-

sure, and shape the policy of her party
with a prudence and wisdom peculiarly
her own.

Men will no longer be permitted to
abuse and villify each other, for woman,
sacrificing creature that she is, will take
this branch ot campaign duty upon ner
own shoulders, with a meekness and
readiness touching to behold. Her
clarion notes will be heard from the
hustings, debating with the opposition
the question in issue in a concise and
lucid manner, never once losing her
temper. She will always be lound
where the fight is the thickest, and the
white plumes of her bonnet will be
waving where it can be seen to the best
advantage. Her activeparticipation in
the campaigns will make her what she
ought to be an intelligent and well in
formed voter. Mie ts, by nature, nrm
and resolute and never susceptible to
improper influences. Neither soda
water nor oyster suppers.buggy-ride- s nor
honeyed words can lead Iier from her
convictions. In all the purity of her
new dress, she would trip to the ballot
box and after having given her name
and ace. (never reaching beyond the age
of twenty-one- ) deposit her ballot with
force. She will see that everybody eise
votes no one should remain at home on
such a day. She will bring out the cook,
nurse, maid, and if her party is in great
danger, her husband also, xso one can
accuse woman oi being a wnimsicaij
creature. She will not exercise the elec-

tive franchise to gratify a mere fancy,
She will not support a candidate on
account of mere personal favor, or op
pose because she has a spite against
him. While she is an admirer of the
beautiful, she will not give her vote
to a candidate simply because he is
gwod looking. She will remain unaf-
fected by appearances principle will be
her tole cousiaeraiion. or win n mate
any difference whether the candidate is

single or married; and if married, his
wife s loots and dress win pass unno-
ticed. These things may move man,
but women never she is too patriotic for
that. You need not expect to be al
lowed to carry a' lug whose contents will
stimulate you on your way to the polls.
No! she may invite yoa to her house,
ask you to the dining room, decorate
you with a button-hol-e boquet, or enu
merate your many virtues, dug sne win
never take you to the bar-roo- or treat.
She is too .pure for that. But nowhere
will the genius ot woman shine with
such transcendant splendor as in the
public office for of course I suppose it
is admitted, that if she can vote, she
can also be voted for. Now she would
not, like selfish man, be an office-seeke-r,

but, with the befoie-mentione- d weakness
and readiness, she would always respond
to her country's call, and so ardent would
she be in her patriotism tnat ner country
would never have to call her twice.

AS A CANDIDATE,

she will be invincible. She will discuss
the tariff, currency, civil-servic- e reform,
and other public questions with a vigor
thatwui reacn tneearsoi neosier, viy,
and Calhoun in the spirit-lan- .After
her election, she would begin the reform
and correction of the many abuses com-

mitted by her predecessors, for no woman
is satisfied witli what anomer naa done.
She will discharge her duties without
show or pomp, for it does not require
me to sav that woman is modest and
has a contempt for display. As a govern
or, she will guide the ship of state with
out excitement or contusion, ana exe
cute the laws with the strictness ot a
stepmother. As a lecislator, she will
enact laws for the better preservation of
youth and beauty, and support measures
which would tend to make man a more
useful article. As a judge, she will al
ways keen the robes of her office clean.
even if she has to change them twice a
day. As a sheriff, she will be very em
cient and execute writs of attachment
with a fondness worthy of her maiden
days. - In every department, whether
executive, legislative, or judicial, she
will perform her duties as no man ever
has or can do. It is argued that this
rhanse will unsex woman and render
her less fair and acceptable.to man, but
then she will be serving hercountry, and
who cares for man's opinion! I have
never yet seen a woman anxious, to
marry, and if they do say "yes," it is

only for accommodation's sake, and not
because she is at all anxious. .

But we will leave this subject, the po-

litical career of woman, to Susan B.
Anthony and our other distinguished
"politicians in petticoats." The world

may need tew women uae oeuniaiuis.
atiil faer like Cleopatra, only one

is it not so? and nieretore you made t
up your mind to tell me. It was better, y--'
kinder," she added slowly, clasping both- -

hands about his. "It is foolish, wrong
perhaps, to say so, but do not reproach
yourself; I never shall. Even if you go,
and I never see you again, I shall re-
member how happy I have been. I did
not understand it tiefore, but now I do.
I understood it, I think, this afternoon.
and now" the steady voice faltered
"now I have only to learn , how to live
without you.

lie turned awav, drawing his hands
from hers, and sat down again, his eyes
turned to ward the dark, silent garden.

I can sav nothintr" and his voice
sounded hoarse and difficult; "but if I
regain my freedom, may I come back?"

Mie clasped and unclasped her hands.
as if she were in pain, and it was a mo
ment before she spoke."ferhaos it would be better not to
think of it," she answered. "It has been
a mistake. There will te difficulties and
pain anyway--

. It will, I dare say, come
right for you " And then, breaking
off, and her tones growing quick and
passionate, "I cannot say it, I cannot."
coming a step nearer to him. and laying
her hand on his shoulder. Ofc. hsme,
I cannot live without yon! Do not
leave me. I love vou, I love you!" . '

At the sound ofthe passionate words
he half turned, holding out his arms,
but. recovering herself, Sydney stepped
back.

"Forgive me," she began, "I am un-
happy. I did not mean to speak like
that. I want to ask you other things.
Tell me," her voice fallinsr. "whoisshe?
Have you have you known her long'

"The greater part of my life. She is
a ward of my father's."

"Tell me riiore." as he paused, "do not
fear to talk to me. You see for your-
self I am quite calm again, and I should
like to know everything. Oh, it will
come right again, never fear! for yon.
I mean, when you go home, if you have
known ber and loved her so long. This
will then seem an interlude."

He turned his eves, full of pain, to-

ward her, w here she stood above him.
"I can sav nothing." he said, as he had

said once tiefore; and. as the words bad
touched her then, so they touched her
now. .

"Do not mind me," she cried, quickly
"do not heed my word. I am jealous,

vou see. that she should have been so
much to you. and for so long, and tnat
I should only have known you for a
fortnight. It is jealousy, miserable jea

H11U Esnie she would forgiveousv.
me," I think, even if she learns all Ibis
in "the future if she knew, also, how
much 1 have suffered

tnd I too. Tt ou know that, do you
not? And it is all my fault. My

yours, and--all the previous
mistakes-the- re is no one to b9 blamed

uvself." - - "but ,never anotner ary . ' ' r r wl'ch he
M . it sto"t ii the

"Zanot;," and
O- - -- oC?cs;"
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